CHAPTER     THIRTEEN
He has permanently converted me to these entranc-
ing measures. How gravely he bowed! How archly
he pointed his foot! How agile were his knees, when
he twirled round and round! How quickly he re-
gained his position when the mellow, traditional
music ceased, and what skilful pats he administered
to those dancers who, in the unaccustomed intricacy
of the dance, had momentarily lost their places! One
had a feeling that this was the ideal recreation of the
man who had mastered the machine, for in it, human
beings circled with the pleasing regularity of cog-
wheels. It was as though some master hand were
winding a handle behind the door, to whose rhythm
we were all rotating, like puppets on a Swiss musical
box.
It was a fascinating place for a party. We had
motored out from Detroit at about nine o'clock,
down a road so long and so straight that one had a
feeling that its maker must have continued it out of
sheer perversity. To the left of us, across the river,
lay Canada, and the thought of it made me feel some-
how homesick. In front, white lights stretched in
one long chain to infinity. And to the left, almost as
soon as we left Detroit, were the outposts of the Ford
1 works-first a small factory* then a Ford airplane
plant, with a distant searchlight stretching a pale,
groping hand to the stars, and long sheds brilliantly
illuminated with a ghastly, greenish glow.
The dance itself was held in the Ford Experi-
mental Building. One entered an immense hall, so
big that the end was lost to view. In this hall were
multitudinous desks, covered with dust sheets, be-